
"Skinner Achieves Hi
Gets Into the Movie

s Ambition.Almost;
îs But Not as a Bill Hart

adventures of tKe üiterati on a Book
Selling Campaign Among

the Cape Cod Folk
By Henry Irving Dodge

I'VE been a motion picture fan
for a long time. One particular
kind of picture is like bread
to me.the hell-roaring, knock-

¿own-and-drag-out kind. I never

seem to got tired of it. It's the
picture.with variations.where the
government agent, storekeeper or the
iike has ^'s ramshackle structure
somewhere on the edge of an alkali
desert and at the base of mountains,
$0 located for spectacular effect,
which shall be hereinafter described.
Adjacent to said postoffice is usu¬

ally a vas* barroom, the principal
furniture of which seems to be huge
stcne cuspidors. Also there were

tables and a lone: bar and a fat-faced
bartender, with hau- slicked down on

the side and a ready-to-duck look in
his eye*- Incidentally, there are

seated and in juxtaposition to the
huge cuspidors groups of mustached
sombreroed and armored men of the
Billy-be-damned type. Also there is
a chaste señorita, who rustles for
drink?. AI one side is a roulette
wheel.

The Boss of the Show
And the whole outfit is owned and

presided over by a slender, dudish
looking man with a little black mus¬

tache, dressed à ¡a Broadway, which,
of courir, is sinister. This gentle¬
man, who always stands at the end

amored of the chaste
one.otherwise there wouldn't be
any plot. Always there is the Mexi¬
can hal for a villain, or a

drunken Injun. Mexico ought to sue

the motion picture world in general
for such exploitation.
Our hero, of course, is a near-

sharp-featured chap,
wearii : hat and leather
breech« weigh a ton in
such weather. He always looks at
youwil «ring the

n that he's very chivalrous
buta very langerous proposition to
tackle. Y u know at once, ir you
would if you were a fan like r.e, just

when the time
»omi s.

Suddenlj [-breed grabs the
he waist. That's

the cue : r ur hero. Now there's
the devil ay. And, my, how that

' hero, .- be use of a gun, doe::
knock 'em out. One after another

{ h, fellows is floored by
:7im eral head-over-heels
mix-up. !.. Sullivan in his
prime Lild have wrought
such !.. h a whole barroom
full of .¦... h-.

1 have ¦'. ! up with that sort
of thil g for ; And yet I love
it. There is a little theater near

where 1 li\ d 1 go into the con¬
crete í ereof and sit in a

17-cer.t loge seat.the most aristo¬
cratic part tl .- house.along with
a bunch :' atless and, for the
most time, breathless men and boys
smoking ... pines or cab¬
bage leaves, as per pocket. We love
that sort thing, the dashing up
and down mesquite-covered hills b>
'.he hero and his pursuers, or the
mad race of the machine carrying
the Eastern scoundrel, who is try¬
ing to escape with the money he ha?
swindled these poor, untutored sons
of the plains by selling them fake
mining stocks, and whose bones, il
he escapes the bullets of the justlj

'indignant ones, will later be fount,
en the alkali plains.
An Element of Weakness
The way these lily fingered East

enters go out and beat the West¬
erners at their own game, and ir
their own barnyard, at that, is í
weakness in the story one has t<
overlook. But what's weakness ol
Plot among fans?
Then the inevitable happens. Th<

"all Street sharp escapes through
a rain of bullets that makes on<
wonder at the inefficacy of powdeiar'd ball. He comes to New Yorl
«id we next see him seated in i

^»gnificent dining room, surroundec
°y beautiful women and swells. Sud
fcnly they all look around as if ar
«¦«Sument were taking place out ir
V« hall. Then in lumbers the hero
sPurs and sombrero discarded fo:
rt°re clothes, holds the whole crowc
UP and makes the sharper disgorge
notwithstanding the pleadings o:

|h'e dutiful blonde daughter, whon
"e hero immediately worships. O:
0ur hero goes down to Wrall Stree
a»d with the few thousand buck;
¦he boys in the hills have lent hin
«* his joy ride East upsets all th«
«dations of the Standard Oi
«wrd. That's a part of the pic
'Jtte I don't care for. There's some
T-g improbable about it thalars me.
Another thing jars me. I hereb:

faster my solemn protest agains
. 1 mean the rape scene. I hate

»athe and abominate it. It is rarel;r»matic and always brutal; it is ai
*P*al to the bestial side of us, amu* obaessed producer believes man;

persons like it. They don't; it's re¬
volting to them. I know this from
observation.

Picks the Hero Part
If I were ambitious to be a moving

picture actor I'd want to be the hero.
I wouldn't be the fellow with the
little mustache and supercilious
smile that stands at the end of the
bar and performs the feat of keep¬
ing one eye on the cash register and
the other on the señorita without
getting cross-eyed. Nor would I be
the half-breed greaser that does the
other fellow's dirty work and then
gets cheated out of the honorarium
agreed upon.not on your life. The
hero for mine every time. Now, I
want to tell you how, if I had such
an ambition, destiny, the univer¬
sal corrector, would have set me
straight.
One hot afternoon I chanced into

the editorial rooms of a big publish¬
ing house, name for obvious reasons
omitted. There I met my friend
Joseph Anthony, the novelist, who
recently was made manager of the
great campaign, subscribed to by all
our big publishers', for promoting
the reading of books throughout the
length and breadth of the land. Said
Anthony:

"I start for Cape Cod to-night."
It was then 3 o'clock. "We've got
a caravan, a wonderful little book
store on wheels, perambulating
through the Cape calling the atten¬
tion of the farmers and fisher folk
to books. I'm going to meet repre¬
sentatives of the news service of
fcur great motion picture companies,
Pathé, International, Fox and
Kinegrara. They're going to make
pictures of the young ladies who
manage the caravan in the actual
act and operation of promoting
book reading."

"Gosh," I said, "that looks good
to me. I've never seen motion pic¬
ture men at work."
"Come along," said Anthony.

"Chance of your life." He seemed
enthusiastic.
"Too late for the bank. Will you

loan me the money to go?"
"You bet," said he. That showed

h« w since re he was.

Off for the Cspe
We readied Falmouth-cn-the-Capc

abo it noon, as I thought, but it was

really only 8:30. for we'd left Fall
River at an unheard-of hour, just at
the amber of dawn. The air was

crisp, and we walked from the depot
to the heart of the town through
wonderful trees and past white
houses with green blinds and tall
peaked roofs. What an atmosphere!
Now for the first obstacle.
It seems that the publishers had

thought that as Joe Lincoln was so

associated with the literature of
Cape Cod it would be a good scheme
for him to pose in the pictures, and
I understood that Lincoln had agreed
to do so. But it seems there had
been a mixup of dates, and Lincoln
had gone away fishing for trout in
a mountain stream instead of re¬

maining and fishing for publicity in
the streets of Falmouth. But An¬
thony was a man of resource. Said
he: "We've got the caravan, which
I have learned is just pulling into
Falmouth. We'll take that. And,"
turning to me, "how would you like
to pose as .an author-promoter of
book-reading among the children
here?"
The idea didn't quite square with

my ambition to emulate Bill Hart or

Mitchell Lewis or Tom Mix or Doug
Fairbanks, but destiny, the corrector,
did seem to think it was more appro¬
priate for a kindly, middle-aged gen¬
tleman to pose in a semi-pedagogic
way than to attempt to sit a bucking
bronco or scramble up the corner of
a hacienda. Furthermore, I was a

writer and as such, I deemed it my
duty to overcome any scruples I
might feel, and, still furthermore.
here's a secret.I was eager to do
it any way.

After some searching, we found
R. W. Sears, of the International,
who had been searching for us. Of
course, Sears was disappointed that
Lincoln hadn't turned up.
"But," said he, resolutely, "I came

down here from Boston to get some¬

thing, and I'm not going back with¬
out the goods, not if it takes a leg."
So we proceeded to the edge of the
town, »where, in the high school
grounds, we found the caravan,

which had just arrived from far-off
Hyannis.
The caravap was a wonderful

structure. It was larger even than
the huge railway express trucks that

cough their way up the hill past my

place on Lexington Avenue every

night, beginning about retiring time
and whose name shall be called
blessed. It was fitted up inside most

tastefully, lined with book shelves,
containing a variety of works. It had

rugs and little folding tables, that
could be put out on f e green sward
and carpeted steps for entering and

ffENRY IRVING DODGE,*¦¦*¦ creator of "Skinner,"who tells of his adventures
as a roving movie star in the
interest of the "Buy-a-Book"

campaign
leaving, and a great awning that
could be let down. This beautiful
book store on wheels was presided
over by two exceedingly competent
and charming young women, namely,
Miss Mary Frank, of New York,
and Miss Geneviève Washburn, of
Duluth. And right here we encoun¬
tered obstacle number two.
The young ladies of the caravan

were quite loath to enter into our
scheme for motion picture exploita-
tion of their enterprise.mind you,
these ladies were a part of the great
campaign before mentioned and were
in the employ of the publishers.it j
didn't seem to square with their dig-
nity. And this obstacle was what
threw me into the spotlight, made me
the protagonist.

Said the resourceful Sears: "You
ladies think it over a bit. We'll be
back presently."
Then when we were some distance

away he turned to Anthony.
"Supposing we go down to the

beach, near some fishermen's huts,
and have Dodge pose with a book
and surrounded by a lot of children."

"Good," said Anthony, and forth-
with procured a jitney.

The Lure of the Camera
We journeyed to the beach, a mile

distant. No setting could have been
better designed, even by Griffith.
There were the huts.rose-vine cov-

ered most of them-:.the little
wharves, the great spools of fish
nets, the boats, and all the rest of
it. But the children, oh, where
were they? Dodge, sitting alone on
a boat and reading a book would
have conveyed nothing. We were

perplexed until Anthony spied a

mongrel pup. That settled it. We
knew a small boy must be near by
somewhere. So we coaxed the pup
to us, and presently the small boy
appeared, but would not approach
closer than fifty feet. "Just wait,"!
said Sears. "If there's a child with-
in fifty miles of this place, I'll get
him or her or it." Forthwith, he j
unpacked his camera and fixed it to
the tripod at the water's edge,
"That's the lump of sugar," said he,
and waited.

Goodness knows where they came
from, the very boards of the boat-
house seemed to ooze them, three,
four, eight, seventeen, by actual
count, standing about in groups at
safe distances, each group with its I

small dog of the variety known as

barnyard. At this moment destiny
brought a fisherman to the beach,
fully equipped in sou'wester and oil¬
skins. And what could have bot.m
more wonderful? This self-same
fisherman had once acted for a mov¬

ing picture outfit out Kansas City
way, where he had strayed years
before. The lure of the sea had
brought him back. We engaged him
at once.

Sears borrowed a pair of high

fHE Book Caravan on its
¦*¦ way. Looks like a hard, jlife, doesn't it?

eight, barefooted and carrying in
her arms a baby of six months, a
wonderful child from what I could
see of him through the smudges on
his face. To my left, snuggling'close and all attention, was a group
of boys and girls, all the way from
three to ten. I have read in public
a number of times, but I never had
so attentive an audience as I had

rubber boots and then planted his
tripod in the water, some distance
out from shore. Then we called for
volunteers among the children. Seven-
teen responded. Then Sears had me
sit on the edge of a half-overturned
boat, with a medical book on my
knee, borrowed for the occasion.
there was no other quickly available,
At my right was a little girl of [

n USINESS is good. While
-" sonic chance motorists
are looking over the fiction
supply Mr. Dodge demon¬
strates the value of a picture

book

when I mumbled those medical terms,
the smudge-faced baby watching me

with a keenness that made me feel
guilty, just as if he shrewdly sus-

pected that I was trying to put one

over on him.
There was one boy so obsessed

with the idea of being the star that
we had to keep him out of the pic-
ture by force. He was a fat boy,
about twelve, and he wore knee
breeches and city tops and a little
red cap.not the type we wanted.
And he had a contempt for the chil-

ERE are the presiding geniuses of the Book Caravan.'
They are not at home in their library, but in the big

truck in which they tour Cape Cod, selling books to people of
rural distHcts

H

dren of the beach. He had come

from some town up in Maine a trifle
bigger than Falmouth. He was the
Peck's bad boy of the occasion, one

of these smart aleck "hello-your-
own-self" propositions, quick witted
.to the nth power. Finally, Sears, in
desperation, called him over and had
him support one of «he legs of the

j

,

l1HF little folks are amony
*¦ the best customers of'the

Book Caravan
i_
tripod, a matter of vast importance.

Sears then had, the fisherman wade
ashore carrying a young shark, fling
the same down in front of the be¬
nign looking reader.myself.and
pick up the lusty baby and toss him
in the air. I didn't get that baby's
name, but 1 have a considerable num¬
ber of copies of his finger prints on
the side of my coat.

Really, it was a wonderful ex¬
perience among those kiddies at the
beach. We city bred, brick and
mortar bore«! fellows enjoyed it
hugely. It was just bully.

Presently we said goodby to all
the friendly youngsters, bestowing a

special parting benediction on the
freckled-faced fat boy from Maine,
¡.he perniciously active one, the
Peck's bad boy of the occasion. On
reaching the town again we immedi¬
ate';,' vent to a popular boarding
house for lunch. There we found
I. E. Coolidge, of the Pathé; A. S.
Moffat, of the Kinegram, and L,
Ellis, of the Fox, who had come in
on a later train. To our great joy
we learned that these resourceful
gentlemen had, by some magic oí
their own, prevailed upon the ladies
of the caravan to move out to a

farm near by and pose for pictures
The ladies were to pick us up as thej
passed.

A Caravan Stowaway
Just as we finished luncheon tfe<

caravan appeared, driven by Mis;
Washburn with as much skill ane
ease as Jim Corbett could drive i

flivver.that is, if he does drive í

flivver, which I am not prepared U
say. We were about to board ou:
good ship when, to our horror, w«
discovered a stowaway.the reade
will instantly guess who it was.
the Peck's bad boy preposition, grin
ning at us through his «freckles an«

protected against violence by th
presence of the ladies of the caravar

There is an old saying: "You ca
drive a horse to water but you can'
make him drink." Now, those carr

eramen, having been put wise to th
pernicious activity of thi3 yout
from Maine, did then and there re
solve that this boy might impoa
himself upon the outfit, but tha
he could not inject himself into th
picture, not if they could help it.

Presently, "we-all" reached a lb
tie farm that might have been bui
for the purpose.vine-clad porcl
haystack, barn, cabbage field, an
woods in the distance. The goo
lady of the house «graciously g?v
her consent to the use of her farn
but flatly refused to appear in th
picture. This was serious, for n
Belasco or Griffith could have d<
signed such a .type. We all trie
to persuade Her. No use. Th«

| Coolidge, of the Pathé, who h«

held aloof, made the attempt. Now
Coolidge said what the rest of us
had said, used the same arguments,
and in a few moments the lady-
consented. What's the answer?
Psychologists please take notice.
Maybe it was his name. Coolidge
is one to conjure with in Massa¬
chusetts these days.

Very good. Miss Washburn ne¬
gotiated the winding path and
brought the huge machine up not
far from the vine-clad porch and
near the haystack. Then the cam¬
eramen planted their tripods in the
adjoining cabbage patch. The door
of the caravan was opened scd the
farmer's wife appeared from her
own porch in the most natural way
in the world. Miss Frank shook
hands with her. steps were lowered
by a small boy.not the l?d from
Maine, we'd seen to that.and the
lady of the farm entered tne itin¬
erant book store. And the cam¬
eramen kept on grinding in the
cabbage patch. Presently, with
much smiling and talking and ges¬
tures of general feminine affability,
Mrs. farmer left the shop bearing
with her one of Joe Lincoln's choic¬
est.

Ha, an Idea!
And now a wonderful car, carry¬

ing a number of society women,
approached. It halted. Instantly
an idea struck Coolidge. He called
to a little girl in the car to coiae
over and be one of the group. Then
we invited nil the ladies in the car
to join our little party and oey did
so, with affected reluctance- Then
the folding tables were brought
from the caravan and books were
stacked on them and a lively, bru-
liant scene was staged, Miss Fra^lk
and Miss Washburn circulating and
talking books, while I sat at a
table to one side with a group of
children, poring over the pages of
a great picture book, my little au¬
dience laughing uproariously when¬
ever they got the cue from the
camermen to do so.

I really felt sorry for Peck's Bad
Boy, he strove so hard to get into
that picture. But at each attempt
one of the cameramen would give
him something to do somewhere near
and behind the machine. But I
have a suspicion that when these
pictures are shown there will ap¬
pear in one of them a freckled-
faced, fat boy with a red cap some¬

where, somehow. You see if he
doesn't.
An amusing thing happened while

we were taking the farm pictures.
The good Cape Cod housewife had
been handed the copy of the Lin-
coin book for picture purposes only,
but she took it for granted that it
was a bona fide gift and stoutly
refused to give it back.

"This was given to me, and I'm
going to hang on to it," she said.
And she did.
A little argument was pending

when Joe Anthony, with a keen
sense of humor of the situation,
quietly assured the ladies of the
caravan that he would replace the
book by one fresh from the press.

Men of Resource
j Presently train time, 5:15, ap-
proached. The camera men folded
their instruments, even as the Arabs
had done, and we said goodby to
two of the cleverest girls that ever
sold books or negotiated a caravan

among farmers and fisher folk, and
took a train for Boston. And those
camera men ! I never saw so re¬
sourceful a bunch before.shrewd,
ingenious, absolutely on the job, de¬
termined to get the goods, tactful
and, besv of all, human. And they put

j up with my inexperience and blun-
dering, which must have tried their

| patience, not in an indulgent way,
mind you, but in a spirit of helpful
comradeship. And when we got to
Boston "we-all" ranged along the
sit-up-to counter at the North Sta¬
tion and had all sorts of things and
fried potatoes and coffee. And thea
Anthony and I said goodby to tin
knights of the camera and boarded
a car in the subway for our hotel
We were dead tired, but it was on«
of the happiest days I ever had if
my life.
The camera men told me that thi

pictures would be out in about tw*
weeks, so now I am haunting thi

¡movies, watching for that freckle
| faced fat boy with the red &p, a
I course.

Hunting the Tiger in India's Jungles
WHAT lion hunting is to the
African explorer or na¬

tive, so is tiger hunting
to the people of Asia,

though between the two tigers are

more ferocious. While it is no un¬

usual occurrence for a young tiger
to start out as a man-eater, the lion
very seldom bothers a human being
until it gets old and cannot capture
the swift-running antelope or other
animals on which it feeds. As a re¬

sult tiger hunting is by far the more

exciting sport, as the Asiatic people
join heartily in any hunt for the
ferocious beast that doesn't hesitate
to, take away one of their number
for a meal.

India probably has suffered more

from the savage man-eater than

any other section of Asia, and it is
here that most of the tiger hunting
takes place. From the fact that the
tiger can hide itself in the jungle so

thoroughly that it is very difficult to

discover, hunting of this beast is ex¬

ceedingly dangerous, and .especially
if the hunters go out on foot. Be¬
cause of its size the elephant is usu-

ally used for tiger hunting, but even

this big and brave beast is hard to
train for the purpose. Only one or

two out of a hundred elephants will
stand up and face the tiger, while

j even some of them that have been

Iß several hunts will suddenly bolt
and run just as fast as their legs
will carry them if the tiger makes a

stand or begins to charge.
A favorite native method of hunt-

ing the tiger is to follow it after the
beast has carried off one of their cat¬
tle, as it is well known that the
tiger becomes quite sleepy when a

big meal is finished. During this
drowsy spell the natives build a bam¬
boo platform about twenty feet high
and then wait for the tiger to finish
the rest of his meal. After a short
time they are rewarded by seeing
him arise, give a few yawns and
begin to eat once more. But this
probably proves to be his last meal,
for the hunters stationed on the
bamboo platform raise their guns
and each aims for the head. Some¬
times the tiger is only wounded and
begins to spring against the plat¬
form. But even with his sharp
claws he cannot ciimb the smooth,
hard face of the bamboo poles. It
may be a source of wonder as to why
the tiger is not shot just as soon as

it gets drowsy, but ît almost always
happens that he goes to sleep in a

thicket where he cannot be seen very
easily, while he always eats out in
some open place. If shot while in
the thicket there would be great dan-
ger of only wounding him, as well
as a poor shot spoiling the skin.
The tiger can be caught in nets,

but this is not possible unless a kind
of rocket is employed to scare it so

badly that it bounds into the nets

before realizing just where it is
going. These rockets are made
something like the fireworks which
we call "chasers," only they are

much larger, and if one of them is
thrown into the beast's place of con¬

cealment such a commotion is caused
that the tiger is not long in making
a dash for other cover. When it
does the powerful nets get tangled
in its claws and the more it strug¬
gles the more securely eloes the tiger
wind itself into the folds of the net.
After it has exhausted itself from
struggling one of the bravest hunt-
ers ventures near and puts the beast
out of its misery. Another method
on somewhat the same order is em¬

ployed by taking large leaves and
coating them with a very sticky sub¬
stance. These leaves are placed
along the path which tigers are in
the habit of using, and when one of
them sticks on its feet the tiger first
shakes, much as a cat does with
paper boots, but finding this unsuc¬

cessful rubs it against its face. By
this time it has walked on some other
leaves and soon its eyes are closed
tight from the glue rubbed off on

them, while some of the leaves stick
so tight that the tiger begins to roll
over and over on the ground in its
efforts to get free. After it has
howled and struggled to the point
of exhaustion it is easy for the
natives to creep up on and dispatch
it with their spears, as the blinded
beast has no way of defending itself.

Before guns were in such general J

use in the native districts a form of
bow-and-arrow trap gun was often
used in hunting the tiger, and in this
method none of the hunters was com¬

pelled to expose himself. The bow-
was set by fastening it between two
posts placed in the path, the string
drawn to its limit and a stick in¬
serted between the bow and the
string, this keeping the weapon bent.
A long wedge is placed between the
stick and the bow and the trigger
cord tied to its projecting end, after
which the arrow is put into place.
As soon as the tiger presses the cord
this crude looking weapon acts so

quickly that the beast is usually hit
near the shoulder by the poisoned
arrow. Many methods are used for
snaring the tiger, and though these
properly ccme under the title of
trapping rather than hunting, some
of them are very interesting. Quite
a few of these are constructed on the
well known principle of the common
mouse trap, being built of very
strong timbers and baited with a

young goat. Of course, this is a
cruel method, as the poor little goat
is tied inside and its cries attract
the tiger to the/trap. Another more
humane way of using the goat is by
placing it in the middle of a large
pit, and when the tiger is attracted
by its wailings the hunters take
careful aim and shoot before it can

spring on its intended prey. The
tiger hunter is always welcome in a

district where those tigers called
man-eaters are known to exist.


